On the Death of the Right Honourable and moſt Noble Heroe, 


ROBERT BLAKE, 


Late Generall of the Engliſh Fleet at Sea. | 


Together with a Commemoration of the moſt famous Victories by him heretofore ob- 


ained againſt the HOLLANDERS : And His remark 
the Spaniard and Tur 


able Succeſſes, to the Glory of the ENGL1S H Nation, afterwards againſt 
lip Pirats, in cleering the Seas, and taking and drowning their Ships, and burning of many of the beft 
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That leav 
He who would truely mourn for ſuch a man, 
To find him teares ſhould drain the Ocean, 


Or el ſe be ſayling on a floud by Land. 
The End of man is glory, and her birth 
Looks moſt to Heav'n, and ſometimes down to Earth; 
Thou doft partake of both, and now doft know 
How much they differ in degrees, as ſhow. 
Religion, Peace, and Wiſdome, and the Stories, 
Of Peace and War well-carricd-on, are Glories, 
But with:thy ſelf to make the Country thrive, 
Was thy true glory that's ſuperlative . | 
How did the 8255 ſweat with bloud when War 
Made thee triumphant gain a HαZ¹der t 
How bravely aid thy foes come on? yet hid 
Their heads affrighted when thy Thunders chid, 
And all the Monſters in the Seas did —_ 
Themſelves retir'd *ich* bottome of the Deep, 
And*mongft themſelves made peace, afraid to heare 
Thy dreadfull Canons ratling in their eare, 
Te Whale by Whale flood filent, and began 
T'approach and comfort the Leviathan, | 
Who in his watry Real ms ne r knew before, 
Such laſting Terrour in ſo lowd a Roare, 
Three dayes together Fleet gainſt Fleet did ſtand, 
And Thunders anſwer'd Thunders; the firme Land 
Trembled, and fear d it ſnould co Iles be ſhook, 
And Iles to be made Continents did look; 
To crown the merit of an A& ſo high, 
A glorious wound thou got'ſt with Victory, 
And having after on the foaming Main 
Made thy ſelf Maſter of thoſe foes again, 
And ſlain their Admirall, who vowd that none 
At Sea ſhould govern but himſelf alone 3 
Thy Trumpets did on thy Return proclaime 
With thine the honour of the — ge Name, 
And ever fince, where ere thy ſelf did pleaſe 
Thou ſaildſt crriumphant up and down the Seas, 
Sometimes to make the Turkiſh Pyrats know. 
By Fire and Sword what tis to be thy fo, 
Or have the world more prone tounderftand 
The ſtrength of England both by Sea, and Land; 
Sometimes t examine, and with juſt diſdain 
Suppreſſe the Power, and the Pride of Spain, 
And in their Harbours burn their Ships, or make 
The Pirats anſwer for the Goods they take; 
And thus in ſeveral Oceans ſhowing all 
The parts of an accompliſhed General], 
In thy return a fickneſs met thee, and | 
Death did enſue it ere thou cam'ft to land; 


Whiles dry all Navies through the world ſhould ſt ind, 


Hat ſacred Flame 3s this ? What glorious Gueſt 17 
* Ts pleas d to lodge in my unworthy breſt? 
* And with a ſudden touch my Soul inſpires, 1 4 

5 Kapt in amazements, and tranſporting fires? WE 


by is th Shade)thou whoſoere thou be 
ada ae ye darkneſs, thou art hei 


wt? 


| — his light where rugged Parrbaſis, 


| { 2 and j 
[| \ And mourn Ferant 5 — chan hies t; 
g 


Feet tis ſo happy to keep Fame alive: 
Let us be proud of ſorrow then, and make 


Hou well theſe th 
For ever in our breſts int 
Rich in his Virtues, and be nobly bent 5 


On Sea and Land to love his Mon 
Which needs no Gravers Art, for every Go 


of them in their ſtrongeſt and moſt Fenced Havens : Who departed this Life on 


But that more fully we may here declare 

Our plaints, weſhould lay by all tears, which are 
Too weak for ſuch a loſs, we now ſhould ſhake 
With a juſt figh the Center, and awake 

The ſpirit of grief, that ſo our accents may 

Make our love known, wheree're his purer ray, 
Where ere his Star doth ſhine, if now he is 


ines at the Northern Pole, or if he pleaſe 
Rather to grace the Southern Hyades, 
Or where the beauties of the Morn their cleer, 
Refleftions bend on Ganges ſtreames, or where 
When e' re he in the Ocean dives, they run 
From Calpe hill who mourn the fainting Sun, 
Thou whereſoe're thou doſt thy beames diſpence, 
It is no fin to beg their influence, | 
Whileſt thus on us thou ſhalt thy light imploy; 
We more ſhall crave it, and we ſhall enjoy 


Which thou ain'd, O why ſhould Heaven ordai 
That when they there do joy, 5 here ſhould plain, n 
Why ſhould it urge to Good, yet from our view, 
Steale the Example, and rejoyce in't too. 

Greife is of kin to Heav'n, and doth improve 
. The glorious Conſorts, and ble Quires above 

And unto us of greater pow'r doth ſec, : 
Since their Joyes move not us, our greifes help them 
But can teares eaſe us, or Complaints renew, ; 
This matchleſſe Heroe which no Agecan do? 
Though Greife is not ſo mighty to revive, 


His worth our theame, and fince hi 

We cannot, let us with devoted weſt. 3 

Honour his Rellicks, and religious Duſt; 

oughts becom , 

With Heav'n, and him, coke — 
D „and ſo 

May greife befricnd us, that our ſelves may grow 


Shall better ſpcak his Epitaph, and dye 
And learn a method to the world to . 
Which never could ſo great a loſs out- live: 
But that his Name recovers it as faſt, 
And it Embalms, as it away doth wag. 


The Ed. E. C. 
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